






T he T ragedie of. Hamlet 

Paftorall,Hi(loricall,Hi{loricall,Comicall, 

Comicall hiftoricall, Paftorall, T ragedy hiftoticall: 

S eneca cannot be too heauy , nor Plato too light: 

For the la w hath writ thofe a te tHe onelv men. 

Ha, O lepha IuBgeo Tlfraell what atreafure hadfl thou? 
Cor. Wby what atreafure had he my lord? 

Ham. W hy one faire d aughtcr,and no more, 

The which he loued palling well. 

Cor. A,ftil harping a my daughterlwell my Lord, v " • 

~h If vou call me lepha, I hane a daughter that 

Ilouepaffingwcll. 

Ham. Nay that followes not. 

for. What foilowes then my Lord? 

Ham. Why by lot, or God wot, or as it came to pa(Te ( 
And fo it was, the firfl vcrfc of the godly Ballet 
Wil tel you all: for look you where my abridgement comes: 
Welcome maifters, welcome all, Enter flayers. 

What my olde friend, thy face is vallanced 
Since I faw thee laft, com’ft thou to beard mein ‘Deumarke* 
My yong lady and miftris, burlady but your (you were: 

Ladifhip is gro wne by the altitude of a chopine higher than 
Pray God fir your voyce, like a peece of vneurrant 
Golde, be not crack tin the ring: come on maifters, 

Wecle euen too’t, like French Falconers, 

Flie at any thing we fee, come, a tafte ofyour 
Quallitie, a fpeech, a pafiionate Ipeech. 

Flayers What Ipeech my good lord? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeakc a fpecch once, 

But it was neuer a£led:or ifit were, 

Neuerabouetwicp, for as I remember, 

It pleafed not the vulgar, it was cauiary 
To the million : bu t to me 
And others, that receiu edit in the like kinde, 

Cried in the toppe of their judgements, an excellent play, 
Set downe with,as great modeuie as cunning: 

One Laid there was no fallets in the lines to make the fauory, 

But 




Prince of Denmark. 

But called it an honeft methode.as wholefome as Iwecte. 
Come, a fpeech in it I chiefly remember 
Was tineas tale to Dido, 

And then cfpecially where he talkes of Princes flaughter, 
Ifit Hue in thy memory beginneatthis line, 

Let me fee. 

The rugged Pyrrnt, like th’arganian bcall: 

No t’is not Co, it begins with Pirrtu: 

O I haue it. 

The rugged Pirrtu, he whofe lablcarmes, 

Blaclce as his purpofe did the night referable. 

When he lay couched in the ominous horfc, 

Hath now his blacke and grimme complexion fitieered 
With Heraldry more dilmall, head tofoote, 

Now is he fotall guife,horridely tricked 

With blood off3thers,mothers,daughters,fonnes, 

Back’tand im parched in calagulate gore, 

Rifted in earth andfire, olde" grandfire Pry/m feckcs: 
Sogoeon. (accent. 

Cor. Afore God, my Lord, well fpoke, and with good 
Play'.' A none he finds him (Inking too iliort at Greeks, 
His a'ritikefwordrebellious to his Arme, 

Lies whereitfalles,vnabletorefift. . 

Pyrrtts at Pryam driucs, but all in rage, 

Strikes wide, but with the whiffc and wind* 

Ofhis fcllfword, th’unnerued father fades. 
for. E non gh my friend, t’is too long. 

Ham. ft (hall to the Barbers with your beard: 

A pox, hee’sfora ligge, or a tale of bawdry, 

Or elfe he fleepes, come on to Hecuba, come. 

Play. But who, O who hadfeene themobled Qucene? 
Cor, Mobled Queenc is good, faith very good. 

Play. Allin the alarum and feare of death rofevp. 

And o’re her weake and all ore-teeming loynes, a blancket 
And a kercheron that head, where late the diademe (loode. 
Who this had feene with tongue inuenom’d fpeech, 

* " Would 


